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SPLITTING  WOOD 

At  the  very   moment  when 
the  maul  is  at  the  peak  of  its  swing, 
and  the  muscles  on  the  left  side 
of  my  back  twinge  in  a  yelp 
(reminding,  again,  that  next 
time  I  should  use  my  legs  more) 

a  wedge  of  my  thought 
has  neatly  cleaved  my 
log  into  two  clean  halves. 

I  split  my  father's  logs. 

I  wrestle  the  stumps, 
riddled  with  knots,  that  make 
solid  axe  handles  quiver 
in  raw  palms,  like  a  dried  blueberry  branch 
smacked  against  a  stone  wall. 

I  can  hear  the 
singing  of  his  maul 
ring  when  my  steel  cracks 
through  the  hard  grain 
of  these  oak. 

I  seek  out  tough  obelisks  that 
weigh  and  strain  on  my  back  and 
shoulders,  until  the  lost 
wedges  and  snapped  handles 
make  my  spirit  whine  like 
a  tired  child. 

I  leave,  scattered  randomly, 
smaller,  lighter  pieces  for  those 
with  surface  eyes, 
and  hands. 

My  back-twinges  must  be 
heart  fingers 

that  prod  through  my  ribs  and 
gently 

tap  the  time  on  my  knee, 
that  paces  the  quiet, 
patient  singing 
of  my  soul . 

--Pierre  Vincent 
1 


OUTSIDE... 


The  stars  are  projected  on  the  black  sky 

But  no  moon  of  course, 

For  the  moon  symbolizes  cool  love. 

The  lights  are  harsh, 

Forcing  stark,  glaring  whiteness  onto  the  trees 

The  shadows  are  in  sharp  contrast — 

When  caught  in  one  itTs  too  dark  to  see  out 

Until  you  reach  the  artificial  light  again. 

The  hum  of  electricity; 

The  evil  chuckle  of  voices 

Voices 

And  more  voices. 

They  wail  the  eardrum. 

The  eyes 

Peering,  squinting 

Gawking; 

They  cut  like  laser  beams — 

No  mess,  and  right  to  the  soul. 

The  soul 

It  looks  like  a  sponge — 

Absorbing  all  the  evil 

Piercing  holes  into  your  very  spirit . . . 

And  it's  weighted  with  water — 

Tears. 

It  cannot  float 

Or  be  free. 

Carol  Sweeney 


A  WINTER  NIGHT 

Endless  waves  of  Winter  white, 

Weaving  their  way  through  leafless  trees, 

Clutching  the  stillness  of  sleeping  limbs, 

Touching  shades  of  grey. 

Lonely  shadows  dance  a  windblown  ballet 

Before  finally  falling  in  silence. 

Hushed  and  still,  the  motion  ends. 

All  that  nature  had  to  say,  is  said. 


Shrouded  soft  in  waves  of  Winter  white, 
Are  the  hidden  paths  that  lead  me  home. 
Shades  of  white  on  white. 
Cold,  icey,  moonlight  on  white. 
Crying,  dying  white. 
Fighting,  drifting  white. 
Pale. ..Violent. ..White. 


J.  Michael  Hale 


A  FISH  CRYING 


Two  boys  went  fishing  down 
at  the  brook,  on  a  hazy 
April-vacation  afternoon. 

The  stream  ran  yellow  and 
foamy  and  in  its  bubbling, 
foggy,  opaque  pools 
these  quick  young  trout 
now  floundered  sluggishly. 

Floating  in  this  foreign 
foam,  with  numbed  gills 
and  soundless,  screaming,  gaping 
jaws,  they  slowly  yield  to  the 
numbing  force  with  awkward  stumblings. 

The  dry  eyes  do  not  betray 
their  grief. 

Throats  are  aching  in  a  dry 
throb,  that  expands  in  a  widening 
choke  on  tears  that  won't  come. 
They  drink  their  tears. 

So  they  flop  and  splash  back 
into  a  breathless  fluid.  In  straining 
swallows,  the  yellow  stream 
flows  down  over  jaws,  and  throat 
and  moistens  dry  gills, 
instead  of  drops 
freely  rolling  down  a 
tremulous  cheek. 


Pierre  Vincent 


TO  DANCE  WITH  A  BEAR.. 


Like  a  brown  bear 

I  whirl  my  squirmy 

niece  in  loud,  crazy  circles  of 

pseudo-cinderella  waltzes, 

while  her  wide  eyes  avoid  mine, 

and  plead  with  the  soft-aunt  who  is  my  sister 

to  rescue  her  with  gentle  hugs  and 

warm  kisses. 

As  we  wheel  recklessly  around 
kitchen  chairs,  my  wriggling,  rolling  fish 
and  I  twist  up  toward  her  protector, 
but  I  sweep  my  little  boa  back  away 
from  her  grasp,  like  waves  that  pull 
a  sand  dollar  away  from  reaching 
fingers 
in  elusive  swirls. 

When  I  let  her  down,  she  runs 
to  my  sister's  safe, 
warm  hugs,  and  my  throat  tugs 
at  the  bottom. 

But  a  smile  sings  in 
the  wrinkles  of  my  eyes... 
Her  eyes  are  still  bear-waltzing. 


Pierre  Vincent 


GLASS  GURU 


Everything  you  live  is  a  memory; 
Everything  you  love  is  a  memory; 
Silent  and  fragile  within  your  mind 
Like  a  glass  guru  of  purple  and  blue 
Living  that  memory  inside  of  you 

Everything  you  show  is  just  an  act; 

Everything  you  act  is  just  a  show. 

Nothing  you  say  is  really  the  truth, 

But  another's  opinions  implanted  in  you. 

Everything  you  touch  and  everything  you  feel 

Are  the  only  things  that  are  really  real; 

And  love  and  life  and  beauty  and  truth 

Are  food  for  the  glass  guru  inside  of  you; 

And  purple  and  blue  of  every   hue 

Are  the  colors  of  the  day  and  the  colors  of  you 


Carol  Sweeney 


GRANDFATHER 


I  remember  you  and  I 

Walking  side  by  side. 

A  big  man  of  six  two, 

You  had  the  feet  of  a  giant 

Compared  to  my  tiny  red  sneakers. 

Towering  over  me 

Like  the  hemlocks 

Which  surrounded  us, 

My  hand  was  lost 

In  the  mass  of  your  own. 

Three  steps 

To  every   one  of  yours 

Was  what  it  took 

To  keep  up. 

My  neck  hurt 

To  look  up  at  you, 

But  it  was  worth  it; 

You  were  always  smiling. 

So  little  time  we've  had 

To  experience. 

So  little  time  to  remember. 

The  old  and  the  young 

Don't  mix  well . 

One  is  taken  before 

The  other  appreciates 

What  is  gone. 


Janice  Doiron 


THE  RUNNER  STUMBLES 


The  day  is  dying  and  the  runner 
Remembers  the  races  that  have  been. 
Life  is  a  dream.  Death  and  love  are 
Dreams.  The  runner  runs  and  he  dreams. 

A  silent  evening  mist  rolls  over  the  bay 
Like  souls  of  lovers  past,  rising  silently. 
The  mist  would  fade,  but  the  dreams  would  stay; 
And  in  the  end,  both  would  make  him  cry. 

Forsaking  each  lover  for  love, 

Passing  through  the  sullen  vale  of  pain, 

The  pavement  echoes  below  and  the  stars  whisper  above, 

And  he  finds  he's  returned  to  where  he'd  already  been. 

From  time  to  time,  his  mind  would  drift 

Past  the  rabble  and  reason  and  the  neighborhood  bar; 

Never  breaking  his  pace,  never  looking  back, 

The  horizon  seemed  forever;  so  very9   very   far. 

Then,  the  runner  stumbles,  and  stunned,  he  falls. 
Nobody  sees,  nor  cares,  nor  hears  his  cry.  Forsaken, 
He  feels  the  pain  spear  through  his  side. 
He  strains  the  cross,  breathes  his  last,  and  awakens. 


J.  Michael  Hale 
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SOCIETY'S  BANQUET 

Drone  drone 

Monotone 

Formal  big  words 

Saying  the  things  we  want  to  hear 

About  society 

The  economy 

Yet  we  don't  1 isten. . . . 

Drone  drone 

Monotone. 

The  next  polyester  suit 

and  white  shirt 

and  tie 

takes  the  podium 

and  tells  a  few  light  jokes 

about  society, 

the  economy. . . 

some  polite  laughter  in  response. 

Drone  drone 

Monotone. 

Society's  polite  applause 
Seven  or  eight  claps  per  person. 
We  must  ration  out  the  applause... 
The  red  hands,  puffy  and  sweaty 
becomes  a  rationed  beat... 
Drone  drone 
Monotone. 

The  words  are  society's  ships 

politely  harbored  in  our  ears. 

But  let  them  not  take  anchor  in  our  minds; 

for  they  are  not  a  real  viewpoint, 

They  are  society's! 

plagairism-- 

Drone  drone 

Carbon  copy 

Monotone. 

Carol  Sweeney 


THE  VOID 


The  table  was  covered  with  a  striped  cloth. 
The  sun  streaming  through  the  partially  closed 
shade  made  a  checked  pattern, 
at  the  table  where  we  sat  not  speaking. 

The  sounds  of  the  street  outside  were  muffled, 

but  an  occasional  horn  or  the  screeching  of  tires 

intruded, 

at  the  table  where  we  sat  not  speaking. 

It  was  Autumn  I  remember,  cool  and  dry,  like  it  was 

when  I  was  a  child,  safe,  unable  to  imagine  this 
terrible  silence, 

at  the  table  where  we  sat  not  speaking. 

As  we  left  I  turned  to  see  a  couple  engaged  in 

laughter,  love,  in  life, 

that  split  the  silence, 

at  the  table  where  we, sat  not  speaking. 


Deborah  Lafayette 
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still  i  remember 


and  the  sun  it  burns  low 

flaring  over  the  oceans 

consuming  the  mists  of  my  sleep 

wakeful lness 

i  cannot  abide  these  days 

charred  memories  of  her 

but 

still   i  remember 

and  the  moon  it  hovers  near 

silver  mirrored  in  the  seas 

scintillating. . .lighting  my  dreams 

visions 

dementia  summons  me  to  the  maelstrom 

scorched  reflections  upon  her 

but 

still  i  remember 

and  my  spirit  it  quails  away 

into  the  deep  well  of  despair 

within  the  helix  it  loses 

memory 

screaming  winds  lashing  it  apart 

after  eras. . .epochs .. .it  reforms 

but 

still  i  remember. 


Christopher  F.  Perkins 
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ETERNAL  DEATH 


I  give  up.  I  can't  cope. . . 

I  forgot. . .what  a  stupid  thing  to  do 

Criticism  bi  tes  its  teeth  into  me 

like  a  rabid  dog. 
Pear  is  deep  within  me 

1  ike  an  unknown  virus. 
Disappointments  slowly  suffocate  me 

like  thick  dark  smog. 
In  this  smog 

no  one 
has  dreams,  since 

no  one 
believes  in  The  Present. 


Karen  Davini 
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PURPLE  FLOWERS 


Purple  flowers  sighing  in  heightened  beauty. 

The  vase,  holding,  bellows  as  a  heart  in  love 

You  smile  with  lines  drawing  directions  past, 

Lifting  the  hollowness  where  my  pain  lies. 

In  the  moment  of  fear  restrained 

You  smile  again  with  the  purple  flowers 

As  this  vase,  replenished,  sighs. 

Jacqueline  Bowron 
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WORDS  AGAINST  MORTALITY 


the  grass 

dry  as  whispers, 

drifts  in  yellow  clouds 

above  the  snow. 

they  break 

and  the  loose  ends 

hurry  their  hinged  signatures 

and  scratch  little  blue  moons 

in  the  snow. 

my  words  drift 

along  lines  gathered 

by  a  nameless  wind 

and  like  the  artistry  of  snow 

they  trace  in  days 

my  white  breathing 

while  my  arms  whistle 

in  the  glass  currents. 

i  beat  out  the  words 

quickly 

like  a  child 

rushing  to  scrape  angels 

in  the  melting  snow. 


Michael  Kressy 
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Antiphon 


I.   Beyond  the  rail 

annoyingly  sober  and  dignified 

the  barman  moves 

with  sacerdotal  ease 

dispensing  liquid  cures  to  his  customers. 

The  mirrored  splendor  of  the  barback 

holds  no  crutches  or  braces 

no  talismans  of  hope 

and  the  man  in  gray  perches  on  the  far  stool 

like  a  gargoyle 

solemn  and  stolid 

alone 

reviewing  little  deaths. 

II.   In  the  booth 

a  man  and  woman 

with  voices  like  open  sores 

confess  the  rude  litany  of  their  lives 

over  and  over 

as  if  it  mattered. 

The  sun 

level  shafts  through  west-facing  windows 

shuns  the  shadow  of  their  cello 

I.    But  we  are  acolytes  too 

in  these  ageless  rites  of  imbibition. 

Warily  at  first 

we  circle  truth 

in  our  floating  retreat 

displacing  physics,  logic  and  courtesy, 

eclipsing  the  rock  in  our  hearts 

with  the  amber  liquid  of  our  communion. 

In  upraised  glasses 

we  summon  life 

bless  each  other  with  ridicule 

absolve  each  other  with  graceful  lies, 

touching  without  touching. 

I  feel  it  then. . . 

incandescent  moments  of  love 

and  I  know 

before  the  stone  rolls  back 

that  "all  is  not, 

has  not  been 

exhausted."  n      „    ,, 

/5       Guy  Turcotte 


ICE 


A  hard  winter. 

Ground  as  cold  as  old  bricks. 
Silence  -  a  late  sun  declining. 
No  sound  but  a  nuthatch  drumming, 
and  a  ghostly  creaking  of  the  ice  -  like  an 
old  door  opening. 

In  July  this  swamp's  a  foul  place. 
Gnats.  Oil  slicks  -  signs  of  old  pick-up 

trucks  torpedoed  in  the  muck. 
The  trees  at  swamp's  edge  are  dead, 
poisoned  limbs  polished  silver  by  the  years. 

Now  all  is  hard  as  cold  stone  -  and  clear. 
The  ice  is  black  by  the  spillway, 
and  I  skate  down  the  curves  of  frozen  current, 
blades  clicking  in  the  silence. 

Skate  now:  ice  always  melts. 

Dark  water  will  pour  to  the  ditch  below  the  dam, 

running  out  in  Spring  like  time  or  tears. 

— E.  Robert  Cronin 
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"Nature's  first  green  is  gold, 

Her  hardest  hue  to  hold. 

Her  early  leaf's  a  flower; 

But  only  so  an  hour. 

Then  leaf  subsides  to  leaf. 
So  Eden  sank  to  grief, 
So  dawn  goes  down  to  day. 
Nothing  gold  can  stay.  " 

Robert  Frost 
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"Outside' 
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